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^thoughts.   When he had worked long enough he removed
his jacket, sat down on the pile of cut brushwood and, avidly
Jawing in the pungent scent of faded leaves, gazed long at
the distant horizon merged into an azure haze, at the copses
| gilded with autumn, adorned with their last beauty.   Not
far off stood a maple bush.   It was indescribably beautiful,
gleaming under the cold autumnal sun, and its spreading
branches, burdened with purple foliage, were unfolded like
the wings of some legendary bird about to soar up from the
earth.  Pantaleimon sat long admiring it, then he happened
to glance down at the pool, and in the translucent, stagnant
water saw the dark backs of great carp floating so close to the
surface that he could see their fins and their wriggling puiple
tails.  Occasionally they disappeared under the green shields
of water-lilies, then swam out again into clear water, darting
at the wet, drowning leaves fallen from a willow.    By
L autumn the pool had almost dried up, and it would not take
*a great deal of effort to catch those carp.    After a little
search Pantaleimon found a sack without a bottom to it,
abandoned beside a neighbouring pond.  He returned to the
pool, removed his trousers and, groaning with the cold, Ms
flesh bristling, he waded through the water with the sack,
pressing its Blower edge against the bottom of the pool. Then
he thrust his hand inside, feeling sure a powerful fish would
be splashing and bubbling in it.   His labours were crowned
with success : he managed to catch three carp, each weighing
a good eight pounds.  But he could not continue his fishing
^any longer, for owing to the cold his maimed leg began to get
"cramp.    Satisfied with his catch, he wiped his legs dry,
dressed, and again set to work to cut down brushwood, in
order to get-warm.  All the same, he had done a good day's
work !  It wasn't everybody's luck to catch three fish nearly
thirty pounds in weight like that! The fishing had distracted
his thoughts, driven away his gloomy mood.    With the
intention of returning to catch the remaining fish he carefully
hid the sack, and looked about him anxiously, to make sure
no one had seen him as he threw the fat, golden, almost
pig-like caip on to the bank.  Then he strung the fish on a
switch, lifted his bundle of brushwood, and unhurriedly
made his way to the river.
With a satisfied smile he told Ilinichna of his fishenoan*s
luck, and once more admired the ruddy copper hue of tbe